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Solon  anir  Cgcuvgue. 

It  is  difficult  for  any  one  at  this  age  oi  the  world,  to  critic 
cise  the  respective  merits  of  Solon,  and  Lycurgus,  the  great 
law-givers  of  antiquity,  there  being  but  little  history,  from 
which  we  can  glean  facts  concerning  them.  Much  more  then 
is  the  undertaking  too  great,  for  one  utterly  unacquainted  with 
the  theory  of  law,  as  laid  down  by  popular  writers  on  that  sci- 
ence. Therefore  I  shall  not  enter  into  a  pedantic  discussion 
concerning  the  theories  of  these  two  legislators,  but  only  by 
considering  a  few  of  their  enacted  laws,  endeavor  to  see  which 
conforms  most  to  the  natural,and  inherant  sense  of  right  that 
pervades  every  man's  breast,and  also, which  conduces  most  to 
the  attainment  of  that  high  moral,  and  intellectual  standing, 
that  marks  man  as  superior  to  the  brute  creation. 

As  a  lawgiver,  Lycurgus  was  justly  celebrated.  It  was 
under  a  system  of  laws  compiled  by  him,   that  the  Spar* 
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tans  reached  the  zenith  of  their  glory.  And  yet,  the  very 
laws,  to  which  the  Spartans  owe  a  great  part  of  their  renown, 
as  brave,  and  hardy  soldiers  in  time  of  war,  and  as  honest, 
temperate  men  in  time  of  peace,  are  obnoxious  to  censure. 
The  best  results  are  sometimes  produced  by  means  in  them- 
selves the  most  detestable.  The  Spartans,  obedient  to  a  sys- 
tem of  laws,  which  almost  deprived  them  of  their  free  agency, 
and  reduced  them  to  the  condition  of  mere  machines  in  the 
hands  of  government,  practiced  some  of  the  noblest  virtues 
that  adorn  the  human  character.  There  was  no  restraint  up- 
on the  powers  of  the  senators.  They  were  chosen  for  life. 
Their  will  was  law,  and  woe  to  the  unhappy  man  who  dared 
to  hint  that  they  were  not  immaculate.  The  people  had  no 
power,  save  that  of  ratifying  or  rejecting  proposals  submitted 
to  their  .consideration  by  the  senate,  a  power  merely  nominal 
or  at  best,  useless  in  all  matters  of  importance.  Solon, 
on  the  contrary,  gave  to  the  people  the  right  of  deci* 
ding  upon  all  questions,  not  provided  for,  by  the  strict  letter 
of  the  written  law. 

Lycurgus  divided  both  the  landed,  and  the  personal  prop- 
rty  of  the  Spartans  ;  and  thus,  that  which  was  rightfully  the 
property  of  one  man,  became  the  property  of  another,  by 
mere  act  oi  law  ;  an  arbitary  use  of  power  which  no  man  can 
justly  exercise.  Nor  is  Solon  irreprehensible  here.  For  he 
enacted  a  law  annulling  all  the  debts  of  the  Athenians.  This 
was  not  right.  Yet  it  was  not  as  great  an  error  as  that  com- 
mitted by  his  great  rival.  The  circumstances  under  which  this 
was  done,  partialy  excused,  if  it  did  not  justify  it.  Many  of  the 
Athenians  were  languishing  under  debts  which  it  was  impossi- 
ble for  them  to  pay.  According  to  the  forms  of  a  pre-existing 
law,  their  children  had  been  sold  to  appease  the  avarice  of 
the  creditor.  Unable  to  endure  the  galling  yoke  imposed 
upon  them,  they  were  upon  the  point  of  revolt.  Nothing  but 
the  most  decisive  action  could  prevent  it.  ^The  law  which  abro- 
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gated  the  debts  of  the  people,  raised  many  free-born  mea 
from  the  rank  of  serfs,  to  that  of  Athenian  citizens,  and  reu- 
nited families,  long  severed  by  the  loathsome  bonds  of  slave- 
ry. 

By  making  property  inalienable,  and  allowing  no  cur- 
rency except  that  which  was  useles&in  the  neighboring  states, 
Lycurgus  put  an  effectual  veto  upon  commerce.  Solon  en- 
couraged trade,  and  to  his  honor  it  is  known,  that  he  was  tha 
first  lawgiver  who  recognized  the  right  of  every  man  to  dis- 
pose of  his  property  by  will. 

Science  found  no  frrend  in  Lycurgus.  The  fine  arts  were 
entirely  neglected.  He  considered  it  beneath  the  dignity  of 
a  Spartan,  to  be  conversant  with  any  art  save  that  of  destroy- 
ing his  fellow  beings.  Both  the  arts,  and  the  sciences  were 
encouraged  by  Solon.  Among  the  numerous  sumptuary  laws 
enacted  by  the  Spartan,  there  was  one  forbidding  the  use  of 
atiy  tool,  but  the  axe  in  the  construction  of  houses.  Some 
admire  this  simplicity,  and  eulogize  him  for  allowing  the  peo- 
ple nothing  superfluous.  But  if  simplicity  is  the  acme  of  hu- 
man perfection,  was  not  Diogones  infinitely  the  superior  of 
Lycurgus  ?  In  Sparta,  slavery  of  the  most  revolting  charac- 
ter was  recognized,  and  even  the  life  of  the  slave  was  at  the 
disposal  of  the  master. 

The  virtue  and  decency  of  women  were  disregarded.  They 
were  considered  as  designed  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  fur* 
nish  soldiers  for  the  state.  Some  admire  the  patriotism  with 
which  law  inspired  those  women  who  could  receive  the  news 
of  the  death  of  their  sons,  with  no  other  demonstrations  than 
those  of  joy.  I  cannot  agree  with  such.  It  seems  to  me  that 
patriotism  and  parental  love  might  exist  in  the  same  breast ; 
that  patriotism  is  not  a  vile  passion,  inimical  to  all  the  natural 
feelings  of  the  human  heart.  Our  surprise  at  their  want  of 
parental  affection  vanishes  when  we  remember  that  the  parents 
Lad  no  control  over  the  education  of  the  child,  it  being  takeii 
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nt  an  early  age  from  their  protection,and  placed  under  that  of 
the  state. 

Cruelty  to  children  was  not  only  allowed,  but  even  parents 
gazed  with  stoical  indifference  upon  the  sufferings  of  their 
children  who  were  publicly  tortured  for  no  other  purpose  than 
to  test  their  powers  of  endurance.  Sometimes  the  poor  vic- 
tims fell  lacerated,  dead,  at  the  feet  of  their  inhuman  parents, 
who  made  it  a  point  of  honor  to  remain  unmoved,  whatever 
the  consequences  !  And  why  ?  The  law  recognized  such 
things  as  conformable  to  its  spirit ! 

To  us  these  laws  of  Lycurgus  seem  black  with  tyranny, and 
injustice.  But  in  passing  judgment  through  them  upon  their 
author,  we  must  not  forget  the  disadvantages  with  which  he 
had  to  contend.  Living  in  an  age  when  the  rights  of  man 
were  without  defenders,  and  with  no  examples  of  written 
laws,  save  those  of  Draco,  which  were  justly  stigmatized  as 
"  written  in  blood,"  he  founded  a  system  of  laws  which  rais- 
ed Sparta  from  an  insignificant  province,  to  a  high  position 
among  the  states  of  antiquity.  The  glory  of  Sparta  is  undim- 
ed  by  the  lapse  of  years,  and  with  it  the  name  of  Lycurgus  is 
mseperably  linked. 

Solon's  laws  bear  the  impress  of  their  author,  and  are  of  a 
milder  character.  They  are  less  known,becauseless  contrary 
to  the  laws  of  nature,  seeming  to  have  been  calculated  to  gov- 
ern man,  by  depriving  him  of  as  little  of  his  natural  freedom, 
as  was  consistent  with  the  public  good.  Solon  made  laws  for 
the  man.  Lycurgus  for  the  body.  It  was  the  design  of  the 
latter  to  make  the  Spartans  formidable  in  war.  He  succeed- 
ed admirably.  They  were  couragous,  and  hardy,  proud,  and 
overbearing,  feared  by  their  enemies,  and  hated  by  their  al- 
lies. 

If  we  acknowledge  that  those  laws  are  best,  which  conduce 
most  to  the  happiness  and  prosperity  of  those  for  whom  they 
are  made  ;  and,  that  the  nature  of  the  laws  is  reflected  in  the 
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character  of  the  people.  If  industry  is  preferable  to  idleness — 
if  an  extensive  commerce  is  desirable — if  female  delicacy,  and 
chastity  are  revered— if  cruelty  is  despised,  and  humanity 
honored — if  the  arts  and  sciences  polish  the  manners,  improve 
the  understanding,  and  render  life  and  society  agreeable — in 
short,  if  a  nation  of  orators,  statesmen, philosophers,merchants, 
mechanics,  and  farmers,  is  superior  to  a  nation  of  brutal  war- 
riors andjservile  slaves — then  are  the  easy,  accomodating 
laws  of  Solon,  superior  to  the  harsh,  forbidding  laws  of  Ly~ 
eurgus. 

J.    A.  M. 


■  Wvtam  Canir. 


When  Fair-haired  Vesper  gilds  the  nodding  trees, 
And  Nature,  pensive,  sighs  in  every  breeze, 
Then  wearied  mortals  to  their  homes  repair, 
To  sooth  their  griefs  and  banish  gloomy  care  ; 
But  night  soon  draws  her  sable  curtains  round, 
And  animate  creation  sleeps  profound. 

How  happy  he,  before  whose  dreamy  eyes, 
Fair  scenes  of  pleasure,  and  sweet  prospects  rise; 
Around  whose  bedside  smiling  angels  stand, 
And  smooth  his  pillow,  with  celestial  hand. 
This  is  the  boon,  that  blooming  Health  bestows; 
Relief  from  weary  toil,  in  sweet  repose  j 
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And  pleasant  dreams,  to  cheer  the  troubled  heart, 
Unbought  with  gold,  beyond  the  reach  of  art. 


The  lonely  wand'rer  in  far  distant  lands, 

In  gloomy  sadness,  oft'  in  silence  stands ; 

His  eyes  to  Heaven  upturned,  and  deep  deplores, 

That  Fortune  placed  his  feet,  on  foreign  shores ; 

Intreats  a  blessing,  on  his  much  loved  home  ; 

From  which,  alas  !  it  is  his  lot  to  nnm, 

But  when  pale  Luna,  fair,  displays  her  charms, 

And  Morpheus,  kindly  takes  him  to  his  arms, 

Sweet  Sleep  her  vail  drops  o'er  his  drooping  head^ 

And  shadows  faintly  seen  flit  round  his  bed. 

Borne  swiftly  homeward  by  fond  Mem'ry's  flight, 

His  unchained  spirit  roves  the  live-long  night. 

Once  more  he  stands  beside  the  homely  hearth, 

His  brothers'  voices  blend  in  social  mirth, 

In  playful  repartee  and  lively  jest, 

And  kindly  sympathy  so  s<veet  expressed*. 

But  one  more  thoughtful  than  the  rest  inclined, 

With  useful  knowledge,  seeks  to  store  his  mind; 

From  entertaining  books  choice  extracts  reads* 

Of  Nature's  noblemen,  and  noble  deeds  ; 

And  gently  thus  subdues  their  jovial  mood, 

Inspires  ambition  to  be  great,  and  good. 

Now  tripping  softly,  and  with  modest  air, 

His  sisters  strive  to  ease  their  mother's  care ; 

Oft'  times  their  voices  raise  in  tuneful  song, 

Then  all,  the  gleesome  choral  strain  prolong  ; 

Or  e'en  perhaps,  the  merry  joke  goes  round  ; 

The  eldest  maiden  has  a  lover  found  ; 

Her  downcast  eye,  and  half  reproachful  tones, 

And  crimsoned  cheek,  "the  soft  impeachment  owns."' 

His  mother  middle  aged  moves  lightly  o'er, 

The  marbled  surface  of  the  ashen  floor, 

Contentment  strongly  marked  in  every  trace, 

Time's  searing  touch  leaves  on  her  cheerful  face. 

She  views  the  group  with  self-complacent  mien, 

Nor  aught  of  discord  mars  the  happy  scene. 
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Time  wears  apace  ;  the  wand'rer  sees  his  sire, 
With  pleasant  smile,  draw  near  the  parlor  fire  ; 
Take  from  the  mantel  piece  the  book  divine, 
Of  Christian  faith  the  fount,  of  truth  the  shrine. 
The  household  gather  round  the  father's  chair, 
While  to  Almighty  God  he  breathes  a  prayer ; 
Gives  thanks  heartfelt  for  ev'ry  blessing  given  ; 
Entreats  protection  from  high-handed  Heaven  ; 
Blessings  unnumbered  for  his  son  bespeaks  ; 
And  tears  unchecked  flow  down  his  furrowed  cheeks. 
The  parent  ceasing  rises  to  his  feet, 
Each  humble  worshiper  regains  his  seat; 
And  near  the  sacred  altar,  sings  the  lay, 
Responsive  to  the  exile's  ling'ring  stay. 
The  soothing  accents  of  the  simple  strain, 
Their  drooping  spirits  cheer,  and  hopes  sustain; 
Then  each  one  gladly  to  his  couch  repairs, 
In  Dream  Land  scenes,  a  common  blessing  shares. 


But  blushing  Morn  with  silent  step  draws  near ; 

The  timid  shadows  shyly  disappear ; 

And  Luna  modest  maid  conceals  her  face ; 

Avoids  the  am'rous  Day  God's  warm  embrace. 

On  wings  of  light  the  wand'rer's  spirit  flies, 

All  Nature  wakes,  and  joyful  matins  rise  ; 

Each  Dream  Land  visitor  to  Earth  departs, 

And  hopes  new-formed  inspire  their  glowing  hearts. 
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Hunt  Mtanxts  Storn\ 

I  am  an  old  woman  now.  Full  forty  years  have  fled  since 
I  first  felt  that  I  was  growing  old — since  I  first  knew  that 
silvery  threads  were  woven  in  my  straight  black  hair.  Now 
it  is  all  white  as  the  beaten  snow. 

Still  though  all  these  many  years  have  come  and  gone  since 
I  was  a  child,  I  remember  well  my  childhood's  days  ;  I  re- 
member when  we  were  all  at  home,  ere  any  of  us  slept  "  the 
sleep  that  knows  no  waking."  Now  all  have  left  me — father, 
mother,  sister  and  brothers  twain — all  lie  where  they  never 
hear  my  voice,  when  I  call  to  them  in  the  night-time — "Come 
back  again."  The  saddest  memory  of  all  those  years  is  of  the 
time  when  the  first  went  away.  Since  then  one  after  another 
have  taken  angel-wings  and  have  flown  from  earth,  but  it  was 
harder  to  lose  our  little  baby  than  any  other. 

It  was  on  a  cold,  gray  December  day,  just  before  the 
Christmas  holidays,  that  Jamie  died.  I  was  at  school  miles 
away  from  home,  and  had  been  engaged  with  my  school- 
mates in  the  decoration  of  the  chapel  with  holly  boughs  and 
the  bright-red  Christmas  berries.  When  we  had  finished  the 
festoons  and  mottoes  we  fairly  danced  with  glee  in  admira- 
tion of  our  own  beautiful  handiwork.  Then  my  companions 
left  me,  and  very  weary  I  sat  down  by  a  window  hung  with 
evergreen  wreaths,  to  watch  the  clouds  as  they  passed  sullen- 
ly over  the  gray  sky.  They  seemed  so  melancholy,  so  sor- 
row-boding that  I  turned  away,  and  covering  my  face  with 
my  hands,  I  slept.  It  was  not  a  quiet  sleep,  but  dreamy  and 
troubled.  In  my  dream  some  great  sorrow,  ill-defined  but 
still  a  life-crushing  sorrow  had  come  to  me.  Mother  stood 
by  me  vainly  trying  to  quiet  my  wild  sobs.  •  Then  I  saw  sis- 
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ter  Hanie  go  by,  drawing  a  child's  carnage — and  as  she  turn- 
ed I  saw  in  the  tiny  wagon  our  baby  Jamie.  I  sprang  from 
the  window  to  take  the  laughing  little  one  in  my  arms,  but 
when  I  came  close  to  him,  little  sister  Hanie  seemed  to  draw 
him  away  from  me.  I  spoke  to  her — she  did  not  answer. 
Then  I  called  to  the  baby — "  Jamie,  Jamie,  my  brother !" 
My  voice  was  so  choked  with  sobs  that  he  was  terrified  and 
burst  into  a  pitiful  wTailing  cry.  I  spoke  again — "  Jamie, 
don't  you  know  me — don't  you  know  Jeanie  ?"  I  thought 
he  clapped  his  tiny  dimpled  hands  and  laughed  out,  "  Sister 
Jeanie,  sister  Jeanie !"  I  reached  again  to  take  him — again 
I  failed — and  turning  I  saw  the  carriage,  but  Jamie  was  not 
there.  Our  mother  was  by  the  little  wTagon,  and  never  in  my 
"  life  have  I  seen  a  bitterer  anguish  marked  in  every  feature  of 
her  face.  She  was  folding  up  the  little  baby's  dress.  Then 
she  laid  it  down  and  took  two  tiny  baby-shoes  from  the  floor 
She  had  not  shed  a  single  tear,  but  now  she  sank  to  the  floor 
by  Hanie,  and  they  wept  there  most  bitterly.  I  could  not 
move  to  them  nor  speak  a  word.  I  saw  Jamie  was  not  there 
— but  I  could  not  think — I  did  not  know  what  it  all  meant. 
I  know,  now.  In  my  agony  I  awoke ;  the  sun  was  just  set- 
ting, a  moment  it  shown  out  most  fearfully  bright  and  daz- 
zling, and  the  chapel  was  lit  up  with  the  glaring  light.  I 
turned  to  the  corner  where  had  stood  the  carriage — and  with 
a  strange  shudder  left  the  room. 

"We had  a  merry  time  Christmas-day,  and  I  forgot  my  dream. 
But  the  day  after,  wdien  a  letter  bearing  the  home  post-mark, 
and  subscribed  by  my  mother,  was  handed  me,  it  all  came 
back  again.  I  opened  the  letter,  and  sitting  down  by  the 
window  where  I  had  sat  before,  read  all.  Jamie  was  dead. 
He  died  that  very  night  at  the  sun  setting.  Through  the 
day  he  had  been  convulsed  with  tearful  agony,  but  as  the 
sun  shone  out  that  night,  he  called  out — "  Sister  Jeanie,  sister 
Jeanie  !"   and  laughed  out  merrily,  as  had  been  his  wont — 
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the  tiny  hands  fell  by  his  side,  and  he  was  no  more  a  child, 
but  an  angel. 

He  was  dead — he  for  whom  I  would  have  done  anything 
possible  for  mortals  to  perform.  Life  seemed  pitifully  aimless 
to  me;  for  the  object  which  I  had  set  before  me  as  my  life's 
most  earnest  aim,  had  been  dashed  from  my  path.  The  on4 
thought  of  my  girlhood,  had  been  that  I  should  mould  the 
boy's  character,  that  I  should  make  him,  by  the  help  of  God, 
a  noble  man — but  he  was  dead. 

Gh  Jamie,  I  can  hear  you  even  now,  calling  out — "  Sister 
Jeanie,  sister  Jeanie  !"  And  though  I  am  old  and  gray-hair- 
ed, when  I  meet  my  little  nephew  Jamie — Hanie's  only  one 
— I  think  for  a  moment  he  is  our  baby,  and  I  myself  am  again 
the  little  Jeanie  Cameron  of  the  olden  days.  But  the  silver 
hair  and  nerveless  arm  call  me  back  to  the  knowledge  that  I 
am  going  very  soon  to  Jamie  who  left  me  so  many,  many 
years  ago. 

I.    B.    B. 


21  (fllasatcQi  (Eibncation  Nraseatn  m  Self  Wtftnte. 


Individually,  man  is  not  in  the  absolute  sense  independent. 
He  finds  himself  in  a  vast  social  net- work  of  relationships, 
which  relationships  are  a  part  of  himself.  The  threads  or 
tendrils  of  sympathy,  of  association,  of  thought,  of  life  are  so 
twisted  and  twined  together,  so  inter-locked,  that  we  are  great- 
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ly  dependant  on  each  other;  and  in  a  civilized  land  this  net- 
work grows  more  and  more  complicated.  In  this  light,  man 
is  a  "  creature  of  circumstances." 

In  reference  to  the  subject  in  hand  : — From  the  time  whea 
our  Republican  youngsters  first  declaim, 

"If  I  should  chance  to  fall  below 
Demosthenes  and  Cicero — " 

until  they  give  Fourth  of  July  harangues,  inter-mixed  with 
the  regular  doses  of  "  Rome,"  "  Greece"  and  "  Egypt,"  you 
are  assailed  and  stormed  unrelentingly  and  pertinaciously, 
with  the  memory  of  those  "illustrious  ancients;"  and  willing 
or  not  you  have  to  drink  it  in  as  the  all-surrounding,  blessed 
air  of  Heaven,  and  receive  all  as  Gospel  truth. 

And  all  through  your  life  will  "  the  palmy  days  of  Grecian 
glory,"  "  Imperial  Rome" — the  lives,  actions  and  words  ot 
Plato,  Socrates,  Hannibal,  Julius  Cesar,  Alexander,  Homer, 
and  Yirgil — be  raked  over  before'your  eyes,  thrown  in  your 
teeth,  and  rung  in  your  ears.  From  the  forum,  the  stage,  the 
pulpit,  the  bar,  the  stump,  are  they  blazoned  forth.  The 
history  of  these  dead  ones  is  cited  as  proof  tor  the  living,  and 
points  are  made  which  you  must  be  able  to  deny,  or  receive. 
Here's  your  great  danger.  How,  as  an  honest  man,  are  you 
going  to  meet  all  this  ?  If  a  man  is  in  water  he  must  swim 
or  sink,  and  how  are  you  going  to  keep  your  head  above 
these  things  ? 

Much  of  this  popular  haranguing  is  mere  fustian  and  bom- 
bast, but  there's  also  much  true  gold  :  If  you  are  not  a  fag- 
end  of  society,  if  you  are  an  independent  thinker,  you  should 
have  the  ability  to  discern  the  spurious  from  the  true.  Don't 
take  it  all  down  and  be  gulled,  nor  cast  it  all  aside  and  be 
cheated. 

The  echoes  of  the  great,   mighty   past  ring  through  the 
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present,   and  have  a  spirit  of  power,  which  is  undying  and 
evrer  increases.     Its  importance  grows  !     Mind  that. 

We  have  presented  the  least  important  and  lowest  of  low 
utilitarian  reasons  for  a  classical  education,  but  perhaps  it  may 
be  the  most  practical  (?)  to  some  minds. 

A.   L.  E. 


£tri£0. 


Dark,  mournful  robes  the  day  enfold, 
And  like  a  lost  child,  weary,  cold, 
She  sobs  above  the  frozen  wold. 


Within  my  soul  are  dismal  fears, 

And  cloudy  griefs  surcharged  with  teara- 

The  gathered  woes  of  weary  years. 

But  now  beneath  my  window  pane, 
I  hear  a  sweet  and  plaintive  strain — ■ 
A  robin  singing  in  the  rain. 

As  darkness'  robe  is  rent  by  morn, 
My  dreary  cares  away  are  torn, 
And  in  my  heart  this  song  is  born. 
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iDomcm. 

By  our  Dave. 

"  Thou  source  of  all  my  bliss  and  all  my  woe." 

Goldsmith, 

"  Let  the  svveet  heavens  endure, 

Nor  close  and  darken  above  me 

Before  I  am  quite  quite  sure 

That  there  is  one  to  love  me  ; 

Then  let  come  what  come  may 

To  a  life  that  has  been  so  sad, 
I  6hall  have  had  my  day." 

Tenneybon's  Mafb, 

"  Daily,  nightly, 

A.t  her  feet  some  anxious  student  sues." 

x  Floy  Fenno. 
Kind  reader,  are  you  a  gentleman  ?  Pardon  the  question, 
but  answer  it. — I  mean  a  gentleman  in  the  broadest  sense,  as 
distinguished  from  a  lady — and  not  as  applied  to  any  privil- 
eged class  of  men  here,  or  elsewhere. — If  you  answer  affirm- 
atively, then  I  have  something  to  say  to  you,  which  you  will 
very  much  oblige  me  by  reading.  It  is  this  :  Suppose  you 
ask  a  young  lady  to  give  you  a  subject  for  an  article  in  the 
Atlantic  Monthly,  the  Knox  Collegiate  or  either  of  the 
leading  magazines  of  the  country — promising  positively  to 
take  any  topic  which  she  may  dictate- — and  she  should  tell 
you  to  "give  your  opinion  of  woman" — would  you  do  it?  J 
rather  think  you  would.  Whether  this  article  had  its  origin 
in  any  such  circumstance,  or  not — is  really  nobody's  business. 
You  may  suppose  it  had  if  you  wish,  but  I  will  never  be  re- 
sponsible  for  your  conjectures.  I  simply  suggest  one  way  in 
which  an  unaspiring  youth  might  be  justified  in  attempting 
so  sublime  a  theme. 

Considered  Zoologically,  Woman  is  an  animal  of  the  Gemm^ 
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Homo  ;  Species,  Cklnolinata.  This  is  far  the  most  beautiful 
species  of  the  genus— being  supposed  by  most  writers  to  stand, 
in  this  respect,  at  the  head  of  the  Animal  Kingdom.  In  point 
of  personal  beauty,  the  other  species,  with  which  we  are  ac- 
quainted— the  Herbivora,  (so  called  from  their  fondness  for 
narcotic  plants) — are  very  inferior  to  the  fair  and  graceful 
Crinolinata. 

These  are  the  only  species  to  be  found  in  the  Northern 
Hemisphere.  "  The  rest  of  mankind;"  said  to  exist  some- 
where in  Central  Africa,  are  too  little  known  to  allow  of  a 
full  description. 

Pardon  me  thus  far  for  being  scientific.  But  as  this  is  my 
first  offense  in  that  direction,  I  recommend  myself  to  the 
mercy  of  the  public  on  this  ground.  It  is  known  that  some 
persons  want  a  "scientific  basis"  as  the  "ground  sills"  of 
every  argument ;  and  are  unwilling  even  to  dream,  unless 
they  are  fully  satisfied  that  they  are  proceeding  according  to 
established  precedent.  For  the  beatification  of  such  vermin  I 
have  inserted  that  Zoological  description,  and  hope  they  will 
be  satisfied  with  it. 

But  to  return  to  the  subject :  Imagine  a  young  lady,  sen- 
sible, handsome  and  amiable — just  such  as  a  sensible  man 
can't  help  falling  in  love  with,  (and  there  are  such  young  la- 
dies)— I  say  imagine  a  lovely,  noble  girl — not  one  of  your 
soft,  rose-water,  eternally  smiling,  compounds  of  rouge  and 
millinery — but  a  rational  woman,  who  can  like  and  dislike  as 
do  other  rational  beings — who  knows  a  gentleman  from  an 
ape,  and  a  lady  irom  a  French  doll — who  will  love  those  who 
deserve  it,  and  vice  versa ;  imagine  such  a  young  lady  to  b§ 
your  friend — to  regard  you  with  so  much  affection  that  she 
will  freely  own  her  love,  an,d  swear  by  all  that  is  holy,  to  be 
— not  your  admirer — but  your  very  self — to  assume  your 
name,  to  go  where  you  go,  and  be  continually  at  your  side — 
to  smile  when  you  are  pleased,  and   weep  when  you  are  sad 
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— in  short,  to  be  perfectly  devoted  to  you  through  life — is  not 
such  a  thought  enough  to  make  the  veriest  old  bachelor  shout 
himself  young  again  ? 

Woman  "  in  her  best  estate,"  is  doubtless  capable  of  such 
disinterested  love.  I  believe  it  as  firmly  as  I  believe  in  the 
existence  of  the  Chinese  Wall.  But  like  the  Chinese  Wall, 
its  beauties  are  beheld  by,  comparatively,  a  very  few.  The 
rest  of  us  have  to  believe  upon  testimony — or  remain  skeptical. 
Alas  !  the  bitterness  of  such  skepticism  !  Ko  wonder,  when 
the  celebrated  Dr.  Watts  was  rejected,  by  the  lady  who  had  hia 
heart,  but  would  not  have  his  hand  he  went  to  his  room 
and  wrote, 

"How  vain  are  all  things  here  below, 
How  false  and  yet  how  fair." 

It  is  true  that  life  is  not  all  poetry,  yet  neither  is  it  all  prose. 
There  is  as  much  truth  in  some  of  the  songs  of  Burns,  and 
indeed  in  all  true  poetry,  as  in  the  most  rigid  demonstrations 
of  Euclid.  It  is  mere  shallow  pedantry  to  say  that  love,  and 
poetry,  and  wit  and  eloquence  are  all  to  be  sacrificed  upon 
the  little  square  altar  of  Mathematics.  Let  learning  boast  a3 
it  will,  we  are  still  almost  utter  strangers  to  this  universe  of 
beauty.  Wheeling,  glowing,  floating,  glimmering,  the  stu- 
pendous works  of  God  sweep  around  us  through  space ;  and 
we  wonder  the  more  as  we  see  the  more  of  their  magnifi- 
cence. 

So  in  the  intellectual  world.  We  know  almost  nothing  of  its 
extent,  but  still  we  feel  that  we  are  in  a  world  of  sympathy 
and  love  ;  and  we  are  blind  if  we  do  not  act  accordingly. 

Therefore,  dear  reader,  you  had  better  enjoy  it.  This  is 
rny  closing  sentiment — the  conclusion  of  the  whole  argument : 
Ladies  are  lovely — some  of  them.  They  are  fickle  and  de- 
ceitful— some  of  them.  They  appreciate  goodness  and  man- 
liness in  men— some  of  them.  And  I  am  going  to  see — one 
of  them. 
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Jrost  tUork. 


Look  !  my  friend,  look  !  by  our  window  we're  sitting, 

And  while  chill  blows  the  wind  as  it  sweeps  o'er  the  plain, 
Laces  with  figures  queer  white  frost  is  knitting. 
O'erspread  with  wild  scenes  is  the  window  pane. 

Look  !  there's  a  brook  down  a  defile  descending, 
There  are  flowers  by  its  side  ;  there  are  just  budding  trees  ; 

Willows  with  catkins  are  over  it  bending  ; 
I  am  sure  that  they  wave  in  the  south-western  breeze, 

And  that  spring  birds  are  flitting. 
And  they  sing  t©  the  sunshine  with  voices  of  glee, 

On  that  bank  clad  with  flowers  is  she  sitting, 
Just  this  side  of  that  large  oaken  tree. 
By  the  flowers  in  her  hand  so  delicately  fair ; 
By  the  wreath  and  the  band  encircling  her  hair ; 

By  those  tresses  I  know  her. 
By  that  lily  like  grace  ;  by  the  angelic  face ; 

I  have  seen  her  before. 
Light  of  the  bright  joys  of  youth's  pristine  powers, 

From  the  land  of  the  beautiful,  land  of  the  lost, 
Garlanded  and  gay  with  the  woods  that  were  ours, 
Has  she  sketched  herself  out  with  the  pen  of  the  frost. 
When  the  pathway  of  duty, 
The  dull  tedium  of  toiling  my  nature  would  flee, 

With  this  vision  of  beauty 
Would  I  ramble  and  talk,  by  flower,  glen  and  tree. 
By  that  gently  flowing  stream  and  fanciful  bower, 
Have  I  seen  her  face  gleam  with  a  magical  power 

On  that  bank  clad  with  mosses, 
I  have  seen  her  to  smile  waving  flowers  the  while* 
As  the  wind  tossed  her  tresses. 


1858,]  THE   DEMONIAC.  209 


ffllje  JDananiac. 


I  know  you  would  think  me  very  old,  but  I  am  scarcely 
thirty.  My  hair  is  gray  and  thin.  My  face  is  that  of  a 
wretched  poverty  stricken  old  man.  My  constitution  is  utter- 
ly broken  down.  I  can  scarcely  drag  this  emaciated  skeleton 
along,  and  will  have  to  do  it  but  a  few  days  longer.  But  once 
I  had  health,  strength  and  beauty,  more  than  you. 

It  seems  but  a  short,  horrid  dream,  since  I  was  taught  to 
pray  at  my  mother's  side  ;  since  she  used  to  talk  to  my  be- 
lieving spirit  of  Heaven  and  angels,  till  I  dreamed  of  angels, 
or  lay  awake  on  my  bed  at  night  and  thought  them  hovering 
around  me,  and  smiling  out  of  the  moon  light  that  streamed 
through  my  window,  or  in  the  day  time  fancied  I  saw  them 
above  in  white  robes  flying  among  the  fleecy  clouds.  Those 
were  the  happy  days  !  days  of  ecstasy  !  I  believe  I  was  al- 
ways very  susceptible  to  spiritual  influence.  I  believe  spirits 
then  did  attend  me,  and  they  were  good,  beautiful  spirits, 
for  I  was  called. a  precocious  child.  I  used  to  utter  sayings 
of  beauty  and  wisdom,  that  astonished  those  around  me, 
which  I  know  were  not  my  own  ;  for  I  obtained  from  neith- 
er, reflection,  or  perception,  but  I  got  them,  I  know  not  how, 
or  they  were  given  to  me.  I  had  wealth  and  friends.  Eve- 
ry thing  seemed  to  go  to  my  wishes  till  in  early  manhood  an 
awful  night  swallowed  up  the  light  ot  my  life.  I  had  a  rela- 
tion. An  ambitious,  powerful  spirit.  A  soul  ot  lire  and  iron, 
fitted  to  crush  everything  which  dare  oppose  it.  A  friend  of 
mine  till  a  woman  became  the  innocent  means  of  making  him 
an  enemy.  She  was  beautiful.  He  loved.  His  strong  spirit 
determined  to  move  Heaven  and   earth  or  secure  her.     He 
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failed,  for  I  bowed  at  the  same  shrine,  and  was  accepted. 
Hatred,  most  intense  must  have  taken  the  place  of  all  his 
friendship  for  me,  for  he  assailed  me.  Blows  were  given,  and 
returned.  All  I  remember  more,  is  the  curse  and  oath  of 
vengence,  which  escaped  his  lips,  scarcely  preceeding  the 
death  rattle  in  his  throat. 

Though  I  acted  in  self  defence,  and  believed  his  blood  to 
be  on  his  own  head,  I  think  that  then  my  good  angels  for- 
sook me.  From  that  time,  an  incubus  seemed  often  weigh- 
ing down  my  spirit ;  an  unseen  and  terrible  power  grappling 
it.  At  times  I  had  happiness  with  my  friends  and  familyr 
and  recieved  applause  and  honors  as  usual,  but  in  the  midst 
of  all  which  could  have  made  one  contented  and  good,  dark, 
blighting  fumes  arose,  to  blacken  and  pollute  my  soul.  My 
mouth  I  often  caught  uttering  the  most  hateful  and  insulting 
words  to  those  I  loved  best,  sentences  I  had  never  thought. 
I  would  have  given  my  life  to  recall  them,  for  they  alienated 
my  friends.  True,  I  apologized,  but  apologies  for  insults 
constantly  recurring,  could  not  be  held  honest.  I  struggled 
against  this  spirit,  tried  to  banish  it,  but  it  came  upon  me  un- 
awares, and  triumphed.  I  should  have  sought  for  Almighty 
aid,  but  did  not.  I  tried  to  control  myself  by  keeping  watch 
of  my  states  of  mind,  and  was  often  -vexed  that  I  failed.  I 
had  before  this  never  played  a  game  of  chance,  or  drank  in- 
toxicating drinks. 

One  night  as  I  was  returning  home  from  my  office,  a  strange, 
dreamy  trance  seemed  suddenly  creeping  over  me.  I  did 
not  resist  it,  for  the  sensation  was  pleasant.  My  eyes  first 
grew  dim ;  the  houses  and  people  faded  away,  and  disappear- 
ed. Next,  the  sound  of  trade  in  the  streets,  of  the  feet  of  pass- 
ers by,  the  clatter  of  carriages  and  drays,  became  faint  and 
sank  away  in  the  silence.  I  also  gradually  lost  control  of  my 
limbs.  There  yet  remained  only  a  consciousness  of  existance, 
without  sensation,  without  care,  and  if  there  was  thought  it 
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was  too  subtle  to  be  retained  by  memory,  or  told  in  words. 

I  continued  in  this  state  I  know  not  how  long ;  when  sud- 
denly I  heard  the  sound  of  horrid  oaths  and  contention.  With 
unspeakable  horror  I  found  myself  standing  before  the  bar  in 
one  of  the  lowest  grog  shops  of  the  city,  with  a  glass  of  liquor 
in  my  hand  raised  to  my  lips.  I  dashed  it  to  the  floor  and 
lied  home.  I  was  alarmed  but  kept  my  own  counsel.  I  felt 
at  intervals  in  danger  of  falling  into  a  similar  state,  but  strove 
against  it,  till  such  inclinations  seemed  to  cease.  Meanwhile, 
by  care  I  won  back  many  of  my  alieniated  friends,  and  began 
to  imagine  I  was  a  free  man  again. 

Once,  while  reflecting  on  my  peculiar  experience,  a  strange 
infatuation  came  upon  me,  an  irresistable  impulse  to  try  the 
trance  again  as  an  experiment. 

T$o  sooner  had  the  desire  flashed  through  my  mind,  than  I 
felt  it  creeping  over  me.  Smothering  a  few  shudderings  of 
conscience,  I  gave  myself  up,  and  was  soon  lost.  When  sen- 
sation returned,!!  can  remember  only  a  condition  of  giddiness, 
and  inflamed  passion.  I  was  reeling  through  the  streets, 
swaggering,  blaspheming,  fighting — then  dragged  along  by  a 
policeman — pushed!  upon  a  hard  dungeon  floor — finally  tak- 
en out  by  a  friend,  carried  home  a  drunken  man,  abusing 
and  cursing  those  I  loved  most.  Then  came  a  horrid  sleep 
— a  waking  with  an  aching  head ;  a  sense  of  disgrace  to  my- 
self, family,  and  friends. 

I  again  fought  desperately  with  my  enemy,  and  was  con- 
quered. With  like  results,  again  and  again  I  tried  and 
failed. 

But  my  foe  had  worse  tortures  for  me.  At  length  I  woke 
from  a  trance,  and  found  mysell  at  a  table  in  a  gambling  hell, 
playing  cards.  As  I  said,  I  had  never  before  touched  cards — 
knew  not  even  the  names  of  them.  But  there  I  was,  play- 
ing; yet  it  was  not  I  that  played.  My  hands  shuffled,  dealt 
*the  cards,  and  played  them  out.     My  mouth  talked  the  Ian- 
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guage  of  a  gambler.  I  try  to  rise  and  flee,  but  cannot  com- 
mand a  single  muscle;  for  still  my  hands  snuffle,  deal,  and 
play.  I  agonize,  try  to  shriek.  My  mouth  only  curls  with  i\> 
sardonic  smile,  and  speaks  calmly  the  words  of  a  gambler.  I 
would  give  all  my  wealth  to  have  power  over  a  foot  or  hand. 
Still  my  voice  boasts,  bets,  my  hands  take  money  and  checks 
from  my  pocket,  stake  them  recklessly — recklessly  lose,  and 
recklessly  win.  I  try  to  beg,  pray,  entreat  some  one  to  drag 
me  from  the  table,  yet  my  voice  bets,  and  hands  play.  I  saw 
my  fortune  several  times  lost,  and  all  as  often  won  back 
again.  Hour  after  hour  my  body  sat  and  gamed,  and  I  strug- 
gled in  agony.  Finally  a  former  friend  came  in,  who  was 
given  to  gaming,  and  had  thus  nearly  ruined  himself  and 
family.  I  had  repeatedly  tried  to  reform  him,  but  in  vain. 
Now  he  appeared  excited  by  liquor,  and  distracted  with  loss- 
es. My  voice  immediately  bantered  him  to  play.  As  he 
thought  I  could  not  play,  or  if  I  could,  not  well,  he  hoped 
probably  ot  retrieve  some  of  his  losses  by  my  inexperience. 
1  tried  desperately  to  warn  him  not  to  play  with  me.  But 
down  he  sat.  lie  and  my  body  played,  or  my  enemy  through 
it.  At  first  he  won,  and  I  could  see  his  eye  glisten  as  he 
cleared  the  table  of  the  munificent  bets  my  hands  piled  upon 
it.  But  the  tide  soon  flows  the  other  way.  It  all  returns  in- 
to my  hands,  and  with  it  all  he  owns  in  the  world  is  wagered 
and  lost.  I 'see  on  his  countenance  agony  and  despair,  pity 
him,  and  gladly  would  give  all  back  with  half  my  fortune, 
but  instead  I  feel  in  my  face  the  contortions,  and  hear  in  my 
voice  the  sound  of  mocking  laughter.  He  rises,  points  a  pis- 
tol  fiercely  at  me,  who  try  to  implore  him  to  shoot ;  for  I 
would  have  anything  done  to  be  relieved  from  such  terrible. 
captivity  ;  but  he  turns  it  to  his  own  heart,  falls,  and  dies  be- 
fore me.  From  this  time,  I  no  longer  have  control  of  a  mus- 
cle of  my  body,  yet  it  walks  about  among  men,  does  my  busi- 
ness, carries  me  home  to  my  wife  and  family.     How  often  it 
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abuses  those  beloved  ones  !  I  am  obliged  to  witness  it  all ! 
I  wish  my  friends  would  chain  me  as  a  maniac,  but  my  enemy 
works  too  cunningly  and  naturally.  My  wife  is  pining  away 
in  grief.  While  from  my  mouth  Hows  the  most  abusive  epi- 
thets, my  soul  is  tilled  with  intense  anguish.  And  mental 
anguish  is  soon  attended  with  the  most  excruciating  physical 
tortures.  My  frame  has  rapidly  shrunk  to  a  mere  skeleton. 
My  limbs  overtaxed,  constantly  pain  me.  All  my  nerves  are*, 
about  to  burst  with  agony.  I  hope  for  a  speedy  death  as  the 
only  delivery. 

I  sleep  but  little,  and  then  it  is  a  series  of  dreadful  vision?, 
from  which  I  always  wake  to  find  my  physical  frame  engaged 
in  some  awful  mischief.  One  night  I  find  my  body  bearing 
an  axe  in  one  hand  and  a  light  in  the  other.  We  pass  thfc 
clock ;  it  strikes  the  mid-night  hour.  We  steal  softly 
to  the  couch  where  lies  my  wife  and  infant  child  sleeping 
sweetly,  like  an  angel  and  cherub,  side  by  side.  I  never 
4oved  them  more.  O  the  agony  of  my  enslaved  soul !  I 
would  gladly  give  it  to  perdition  could  I  utter  a  sound  of 
warning,  and  give  her  a  chance  to  escape  !  But  to  my  un- 
speakable horror  I  see  my  own  hands  raise  the  axe  and  it* 
blade  buried  in  her  pure  white  bosom,  and  the  next  instant 
in  the  brains  of  the  infant !  O  the  torment  of  the  deepest  bell 
cannot  equal  mine  as  I  stand  and  witness  their  lastgasps  and 
•truggles,  on  that  white  and  blood  stained  couch ! 

Then  the  demon  hurries  me  off,  I  know  not  whither ;  for 
sensation  ceases  a  time.  My  tortured  soul  seems  to  let  go  of 
its  nerves,  and  a  dream  of  mere  horrid  existance  remain*. 
But  like  alight  in  the  midst  of  the  darkness  and  agony,  sud- 
denly there  arises  a  fear  and  a  thought  of  God.  For  the  first 
time  it  seems  I  try  to  cry  to  him  for  help.  In  a  moment  sen- 
•ation  returns.  I  look  around,  find  myself  on  a  bleak  rock, 
close  at  the  brink  of  a  precipice,  where  the  Demon  has  been 
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compelled  to  desert,  ere  he  could  cast  me  over  it.     I  crawled 
feebly  away,  for  I  had  but  little  remaining  strength. 

Thus  I  became  what  you  now  see.  Thus  has  my  dead 
enemy  avenged  himself.  Pray  God  that  He  keep  yon  from 
evil  spirits. 


Bouflj. 


Joyously  bounding  from  rock  to  rock- 
Unscathed  by  the  tempest's  ruder  shock, 
A  little  brook  came  dancing  along, 
Gleefully  chanting  ifis  mountain  song. 

Now  it  frolicked  along  in  wild  delight, 
Now  it  shook  its  mane  in  its  little  might, 
As  it  gathered  its  foam-dashed  waves  aback, 
From  the  shock  o-f  a  tinv  cataract. 


So  it  danced  and  sung  the  hours  away, 
And  the  sunbeams  painted  its  robe  of  spray — 
Weaving  around  its  beautiful  form, 
The  rainbow-hues  of  life's  glowing  morn. 

Now  slowly  it  wound  its  crystal  waves, 
Through  a  far  off  dell  where  the  tall  grass  waves. 
Where  the  young  gazelle  roams  wild  and  free, 
And  the  soft  air  whispers  the  hum  of  the  bee.* 

Where  zephyrs  wander  o'er  beds  of  flowers, 
And  bear  their  sweets  to  the  leafy  bowers 
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Of  love,  which  dwells  by  its  murmuring  stream, 
And  is  gently  lulled  in  its  young  life  dream. 


Where  the  dark  green  foliage  that  waves  above. 
Opens  to  let  in  the  sunshine  of  love, 
Which  quietly  steals  through  the  parted  fold, 
And  softly  tinges  the  waters  with  gold. 

And  so  with  its  loves,  and  hopes,  and  dreams, 
And  shades  inwoven  with  bright  sunbeams, 
Youth  treads  the  enchanted  path  of  life, 
A  -stranger  yet  to  its  bitter  strife. 

H.  C.  9. 


A  celebrated  writer  has  said  that  nations  as  well  as  individ- 
uals have  their  birth,  youth,  manhood,  old  age,  decay,  and 
death.  By  no  nation  is  this  so  well  exemplified  as  by  Rome. 
Founded  by  outlaws,  it  gradually  acquired  power — spread  far 
and  wide  the  terror  of  its  arms — became  the  ruler  of  the 
world — grew  feeble  with  old  age — fell  by  its  own  vices,  and 
is  now  in  its  dotage.  The  Eternal  City  is  the  Mecca  of  the 
traveler,  and  as  he  views  the  ruins  of  its  ancient  temples  and 
palaces — as  he  beholds  the  relics  of  its  former  greatness — he  is 
astonished  that  the  memory  of  the  past  does  not  lead  the  Ital- 
ian to  enumerate  the  glory  of  his  ancestors.  But  the  Italian, 
is  as  unlike  the  ancient  Roman,  as  the  modern  Greek  is  diffe. 
rent  from  the  Spartan.  The  Greek  is  still  proud  of  Mara- 
thon and  Salamis,and  the  Roman  still  boasts  his  descent  from 
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the  conquerors  of  the  world.  But  neither  possesses  the  spirit 
which  actuated  his  ancestors.  The  old  Eoman,  sullied  as  his- 
character  was  by  vices — vices  which  proved  his  own  ruin,, 
was  yet  free  from  the  petty  meannesses  which  deform  the 
character  of  the  Italian.  As  Michiavelli  has  said,  , the  very 
enormity  of  the  crimes- which  he  committed,  proves  that  he 
possessed  a  superior  nature.  But  the  revolution  which  took 
place  in  Rome  about  the  middle  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
will  perhaps  present  the  character  of  the  modern  Eoman  in 
its  truest  light.  It  will  be  necessary,  in  order  to  understand 
that  event  fully,  to  give  an  epitome  of  the  life  of  that  extraor- 
dinary individual  who  was  at  once  the  originator  and  the  vic- 
tim of  that  movement. 

Cola  di  Rienzi,  although  the  grandson  of  a  Tenton  empe- 
ror was  the  son  of  an  inn-keeper.  He  was  thus  without  rank 
at  a  time  when  rank  was  the  only  passport  to  power — he  was, 
poor  when  poverty  and  slavery  were  almost  synomymous- 
terms — he  was  friendless  when  to  be  without  the  protection 
of  some  powerful  lord,  was  to  be  the  prey  of  all — and  yet  des- 
pite these  disadvantages,  he  aroused  the  people  to  a  sense  of 
their  own  rights  ;  established  an  equitable  code  of  laws;  gave 
to  Rome  a  popular  constitution,  and  expelled  the  powerful  and 
lawless  banditti  which  had  ravished  the  Romagna.  The  se- 
cret of  his  power  was — enthusiasm.  He  bent  the  whole  pow- 
er of  his  mighty  intellect  to  one  object.  He  had  pored  over 
the  works  of  the  great  Roman  authors,  until  he  had  caught, 
their  spirit.  He  had  reflected  on  the  ancient  glory  of  Rome, 
until  with  a  superstition  common  to  great  minds,  he  believed 
he  was  destined  to  restore  liberty  not  only  to  the  Roman  peo- 
ple, but  to  all  Italy. 

A  noble  had  slain  his  brother  without  provocation,  and  he 
had  vowed  vengeance.  The  pope  had  been  exiled  from  Rome 
by  the  lawless  fury  of  the  barons.  Ambition  nerved  him  to 
the  task.    Religion  urged  him  on.     He — the  son  of  an  inn- 
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keeper,  would  restore  the  glory  of  Rome  !  And  in  the  full- 
ness of  hope  he  exclaimed,  "Yes,  the  day  is  at  hand  when 
Rome  shall  rise  again  from  her  ashes  ;  justice  shall  dethrone 
oppression  ;  Romans  shall  walk  safe  in  their  ancient  forum. 
\\7e  will  rouse  from  his  forgotten  tomb  the  indomitable  soul  of 
Cato !  There  shall  be  a  people  once  more  in  Rome  !  And 
I — I  shall  be  the  instrument  of  triumph — the  restorer  of  my 
race — mine  shall  be  the  first  voice  to  swell  the  battle-cry  of 
freedom — mine  the  first  hand  to  rear  her  banner." 

"We  can  conceive  the  result  when  such  motives  are  brought 
to  bear  upon  a  powerful  mind. 

The  revolution  succeeded,  the  nobles  became  amenable  to 
law,  justice  was  awarded  to  all.  Rienzi  as  magistrate  was 
"  patient  to  hear,  swift  to  redress,  inexorable  to  punish."  But 
it  was  necessary  to  guard  the  liberty  thus  acquired.  The 
barons  were  dissatisfied  ;  and  although  as  a  contemporaneous 
writer  has  expressed  it,  "so  momorito  quetamente  suonava" — 
the  murmur  sounded  quietly — yet  it  was  necessary  in  self  de- 
fence to  provide  troops.  But  to  pay  the  troops  it  was  necessary 
to  impose  a  tax.  In  a  fatal  hour  Rienzi  put  a  gabelle  upon 
wine  and  salt.  The  proclamation  was  as  follows  :  "  Romans  ! 
raised  to  the  rank  of  your  Senator,  my  whole  thought  has 
been  for  your  liberties  and  welfare.  *  *  Let  us  set  an  ex- 
ample to  Italy  and  the  world  !  Let  us  prove  that  the  Roman 
sword  can  guard  the  Roman  forum.  *  *  Your  sen- 
ator calls  upon  you  willingly  to  assist  in  your  own  defence. 
He  has  given  you  liberty  ;  he  has  restored  to  you  peace  ; 
your  oppressors  are  scattered  over  the  earth.  He  asks  you 
now  to  preserve  the  treasures  you  have  gained.  To  be  free 
you  must  sacrifice  something  ;  for  freedom-,  what  sacrifice  too 
great  ?  Confident  of  your  support,  I  at  length,  for  the  first 
time,  exert  the  right  intrusted  to  me  by  office,  and  for  Rome's 
salvation  I  tax  the  Romans  !" 

Moderate  as  were  the  demands  of  this.proclam'ation,  strong 
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as  were  its  appeals  to  their  pride  of  country,  and  love  of  free- 
dom— pressing  as  were  the  dangers  which  assailed  them,  the 
Romans  were  indignant  that  Rienzi  should  dare  to  impose  a 
tax.  Were  they  free  ?  Then  why  should  they  be  taxed  ? 
Such  were  the  sentiments  which  agitated  the  fickle  and  igno- 
rant populace.  The  nobles  wrere  admitted  into  the  city.  The 
people  submitted  again  to  their  old  oppressors.  Kienzi  fell  by 
the  hand  of  his  friend — and  the  revolution  was  ended. 

It  was  a  wise  remark  of  Madame  Roland,  that  revolutions 
have  inverably  chosen  as  their  victims  the  principal  actors  in 
those  events.  But  with  Rienzi  the  revolution  itself  perished. 
There  have  since  been  many  such  changes  in  Rome — there 
have  many  times  when  the  people  have  burst  their  bonds 
and  asserted  their  rights,  but  each  time  they  have  sunk  still 
lower  into  slavery.  It  is  not  that  their  oppressors  are  strong, 
but  that  the  people  are  weak  by  violence.  Imbruted,  "sunk 
in  the  corruption  of  centuries,"  they  are  utterly  unable  to 
govern  themselves.  And  it  is  not  individuals  who  can  ele- 
vate a  nation — who  can  change  servitude  to  freedom — but  the 
people  themselves.  For  this  reason,  although  we  admire  the 
courage  displayed  by  Mazzini  and  his  co-patriots,  we  cannot 
hope  they  will  be  successful. 
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BY     F. 

Chapter  3. 

As  soon  as  lie  was  able  to  do  so  without  rude  abruptness, 
young  Tyndal  left  the  hospitable  door  of  the  Quaker,  and 
hurried  toward  home. 

Rachel,  whether  from  some  suddenly  concieved  interest  in 
the  young  man  himself,  or  from  her  still  craving  curiosity  to 
know  more  of  the  particulars  of  his  affairs,  was  urgent  that 
he  should  remain  longer  and  refresh  himself. 

"  I  really  can  not,'1  said  Norman,  rather  impatiently.  uMy 
mother  will  be  alarmed  already  at  my  unusual  absence. 
When  I  have  paid  you  somewhat  for  your  kindness — for  I 
can  never  wholly  reward  it — I  shall  not  stop  till  I  have  seen 
her." 

"  Say  not  a  word  about  reward,  friend  Norman,  we  will 
not  hear  it,"  answered  Matthew,  with  sudden  energy,  like  one 
unwarrantably  aggrieved. 

.  His  wife  turned  a  look  of  genial  approval  upon  him,  and 
then  catching  at  a  new  point  in  her  guest's  last  words,  pro- 
ceeded : 

"  Thy  mother !  is  thy  mother  a  widow  then  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  and  she  will  be  even  more  at  a  loss  than  myself  to 
thank  you  sufficiently  for  your  goodness,"  said  Norman  bow- 
ing himself  out  of  the  door. 

iC  Never  speak  of  it,  I  tell  the !"  repeated  his  pertenacioim 
little  hostess,  following  him."  "  I  will  come  and  see  thy 
mother;  she  must  be  lonesome  in  that  old  house." 

Norman  thanked  her  again,  and  bade  her  good  morning, 
feeling  quite  a  relief  when  a  turn  in  the  road  shut  him  from 
#her  sight,  where  she  stood  still  on  the  doorstep,  looking  after 
him. 
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Little  more  than  half  an  hour's  walk  brought  him  in  sight 
of  home— an  old  house  for  a  comparatively  new  country,  re 
minding  one  of  the  faces  of  the  pioneer  men  who  first  settled 
in  those  primitive  woods — roughened  and  darkened  by  the 
elements,  but  seeming  all  the  more  fitted  to  meet  a  thousand 
storms,  while  two  rose  trees  arched  above  the  windows  like 
smiles  on  its  brown  forehead. 

He  entered,  and  passing  through  a  shadowy  ante-room, 
whose  floor  covered  with  matting  gave  no  sound  to  his  foot- 
steps, in  an  instant  he  opened  aside  door  and  saw  his  moth- 
er walking  to  and  fro  in  the  little  sitting  room.  She  turned 
quickly,  and  stepping  up  to  him,  put  her  arm  arOund  his 
neck. 

"  Gorman !"  said  she,  growing  white  herself;  "what  make? 
you  so  pale  ?" 

"  Nothing,  mother — nothing  serious.  But  I  wish  to  heaven 
you  would  scold  me,"  he  answered,  kissing  her  cheek.  "Stop 
mother,  you  are  not  going  to  do  that  now,  I  see  too  plainly. 
Oome,"  he  added,  drawing  her  beside  him  upon  a  sofa,  "and 
I  will  explain  unasked,  what  I  meant  by  that  modifying  word, 
serious." 

"  O  Norman  !"  said  the  widow,  as  she  yielded  to  his  strong 
embrace,  and  smiled  with  recovered  color — "  how  like  you 
are  to  your  father,"  and  then  there  was  a  touch  of  old  sorrow 
in  the  sound  of  her  voice. 

"  Mother !  mother  !"  reiterated  the  son,  almost  impatient- 
ly. "How  your  heart  jumps  at  the  sight  of  that  little  blood 
on  my  handkerchief.  Yes,  I  have  hurt  my  wrist ;  so  bustle 
about  and  get  your  surgery  into  play ;  you  will  absolutely 
kill  yourself  with  solicitude  about  the  worthless  fellow  that 
I  am." 

"  It  is  soaked  in  blood,"  said  she,  standing  up  pale,  and 
with  dilated  eyes.  "  Norman,  Norman — I  have  seen  blood 
before,"   and  then  seizing  his  other  hand  tightly — "however 
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worthless  you  may  be,  and  I  try  not  to  grow  blind  toward  your 
faults — you  are  all  the  world  to  me  !  all  the  world  to  me  !" 

"Mother,  your  quiet,  undeserved  love  for  me,  and  your 
talking  so,  and  looking  so,  will  make  a  baby  of  me,"  said 
Norman,  the  tears  forcing  themselves  to  his  eyes. 

"  I  must  try  and  not  be  foolish."  She  rallied  a  smile  and 
hurried  off,  saying — "  I  will  be  back  in  a  moment  to  dres& 
your  wound,  and  then  you  shall  tell  me  how  you  became 
by  it." 

It  would  be  needless  to  repeat  the  story  of  his  adventure, 
or  linger  to  remark  how  his  pale  mother  received  the  ac- 
count. ^ 

Let  us  follow  the  events  which  occured  as  its  conse- 
quence. 

Once  afterward  for  years  did  he  see  Mr.  Ranstan — for  cir- 
cumstances soon  interrupted  any  thing  but  a  partial  inter- 
course with  the  neighborhood  of  his  new  home. 

It  was  before  he  gained  the  use  of  his  left  hand,   that  he 

rode  over  to  M ,  and  while  lounging  a  few   moments 

upon  the  platform  in  front  of  the  village  store,  a  tall  form 
strode  by  him  and  entered — not  before  he  had  noticed  its 
flowing  black  beard. 

Presently  he  heard  the  officious  shop  keeper  saying:  "I 
positively  must  introduce  you — he  is  a  most  agreeable  young 
gentleman,  and  your  tenant  you  know."  Norman  rather 
nervously  concealed  his  hand,  but  there  was  no  need.  As 
«oon  as  the  man  cast  his  eye  on  the  youth,  he  changed  color, 
and  without  a  word  of  pretext  or  apology  he  turned  and  strid- 
ing toward  his  horse,  remounted  and  rode  off,  leaving  the 
dealer  in  dry  goods  and  groceries,  gazing  after  him  with  open 
mouth. 

TO    BE    CONTINUE®, 
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Th«  Anniversary  of  the  Adelphi  was  celebrated  as  announced  in  our  last,  on 
the  evening  of  the  6th  ult.,  in  the  College  Chapel. 

This  was  followed  by  the  Gnothautii  Quarterly,  which  was  held  in  the  same 
place  on  Wednesday  evening,  April  21st.     Here  is  the  programme  . 

1.  Prayer. 

2.  Republicanism,  J.  A.  MgKenzie,  Knoxville. 
§.    Debate — "  Has  more  good  than  evil  resulted  to  the  world  from 

the  Religion  of  Mohammed  ?" 

Affirmative — P.  C.  Royce,  Plainfield. 
Negative — W.  M.  Morris,  Edgington. 

4.  Louis   Kossuth,  C.  P.  Chappell,  Galesburg. 

5.  "  Oak  Leaf,"  C  H.  Bryant,   Princeton. 
f>.  The  Good  Cause,                                    C  M.  White,  Galesburg. 

The  exercises  both  of  the  Anniversary  and  the  Quarterly  were  enlivened, 
with  very  fine  music,  and  listened  to  by  large  and  intelligent  audiences. 

Election  of  President. — At  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Trustees,  on  Friday, 
April  30th,  Rev.  Harvey  Curtiss  D.  D.,  pastor  of  the  First  Presbyterian 
Church,  Chicago,  was  elected  Fresident  of  Knox  College. 

Ash  Friday. — For  the  information  of  those  who  are  not  acquainted  with 
Knox  "  College  words  and  Customs,"  we  will  state  that  on  Friday,  the  last  of 
April,  while  our  officers  were  busy  with  other  matters,  we  received  the  special 
grace,  of,  being  permitted  to  remove  sundry  huge  piles  of  ashes,  and  other  nui- 
sances from  the  College  park.  The  work  was  undertaken  in  good  earnest,  and 
completed  by  10  A.  M. — when  the  ceremonies  ended  with  a  wheel-barrow  pro- 
cession around  the  square  in  front  of  the  Female  Seminary.  For  a  fuller  ac- 
count of  this  imposing  spectacle,  we  refer  the  reader  to  our  friend  Tadpole,whu 
was  "  Marshal  of  the  day,"  and  is  every  way  competent  to  describe  what  he  saw 
li  et  quorum  magna  pars  fuit." 
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JidHors*  Jisctffoir. 


"When  in  the  course  of  human  events  it  becomes  necessary"  to  write  thfr 
Editorial  for  the  May  number  of  a  College  magazine,  a  decent  respect  to  the 
time-honored  usages  of  such  magazines,  would  seem  to  suggest  the  propriety 
of  devoting  considerable  space  to  a  general  glorification,  upon  the  beauties  of 
the  season.  Unfortunately,  however,  the  editor  for  the  present  month,  has  no 
such  "  decent  respect."  We  were  elected  to  the  office  of  editor,  and  are  will- 
ing to  perform,  faithfully  all  the  duties  legitimately  belonging  to  that  offi?e. 
But  when  it  is  asked,  that  we  go  further,  and  act  as  thermometer  and  barometer* 
for  the  whole  city — we  flatly,  and  positively  refuse  to  do  it.  Every  sensible 
man,  woman,  and  child,  about  Galesburg,  knows  perfectly  well  that,  for  the 
last  week,  the  weather  has  been  remarkably  fine — as  it  usually  is  at  this  time 
of  the  year;  and  as  it  will  most  probably  be  at  the  same  season,  till  the  end  of 
time.  We  see  nothing  new  or  very  astonishing  in  all  this  ;  and  we  will  not 
weary  our  readers  with  relating  what  they  know  just  as  well  as  we  do. 

Yet  we  hope  the  world  will  not  fail  to  see,  at  how  great  a  sacrifice  of  person- 
al ease  and  gratification,  we  have  determined  to  follow  the  dictates  of  reason  in 
this  matter,  in  preference  to  our  own  feelings,  and  to  the  established  custom 
of  all  magazines.  Indeed  nothing  could  be  easier  than  to  fill  several  pages  with 
glowing  descriptions  of  these  "halcyon  days" — interspersed,  at  proper  interval?, 
with  the  usual  amount  of  "  touching  sentiment,"  and  "exquisite  wit,"  and 
"longings,"  and  "musings,"  and  "  rejoicings,"  and  "  quaint  conceits,"  and  "re- 
pinings,"  and  so  forth — all  of  which  could  be  selected  with  very  little  labor  from 
the  Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quotations.  But  we  refrain.  Our  readers  take  the 
papers.  They  have  read  of  the  ceremonies  with  which  the  advent  of  this  month 
was  formerly  hailed  in  "  Merrie  England" — when  "youths  and  maidens,"  gath- 
ered around  the  May  Pole,  with  flowers,  and  songs  and  buffoonry  ;  and  happy, 
laughing  old  age  bid  them, 

"  Come,  and  trip  it  as  ye  go, 
On  the  light  fantastic  toe." 
And  it  is  enough  for  us  to  exclaim  that — in  the  language  of  an  ex-governor  of 
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Texas — "  The  winter  of  our  discontent  is  gone,  and  the  voice  of  the  turtle-dove 
is  heard  in  our  land."  We  leave  it  to  others  to  fill  out,  and  shade  the 
picture  for  themselves.     In  the  meantime  we  shall  speak  of  other  matters. 

We  wish  to  state,  for  the  encouragement  of  the  editorial  fraternity  generally, 
that  we  were  presented  a  few  days  since  with  a  large  and  beautiful  bouquet.  Ful- 
ly aware  how  seldom  it  is  that  editors  are. favored  with  such  marks  of  appreci- 
ation, we  determined  to  immortalize  the  occasion  with  a  poetic  effusion  ad- 
dressed to  the  young  lady  from  whom  we  had  received  the  present.  For  this 
purpose  we  retired  to  our  sanctum,  and  after  long,  and  profound  contemplation, 
at  last  succeeded  in  writing  the  following : 

"  0,  my  thoughts  have  been  so  busy, 
•  All  these  long  and  lovely  hours, 

Since  I  took  that  bunch  of  flowers 

From  your  jewelled  hand,  Oh  !  L ." 

What  a  pity  the  name  wouldn't  rhyme  !  It  was  a  failure  !  And  we  threw 
aside  our  pen,  in  utter  despair  of  ever  being  able  to  do  justice  to  the  subject. 
But  we  wish  it  to  go  upon  record — as  it  hereby  does — that  we  got  the  bouquet, 
and  have  ever  since  felt  that  editors,  after  all  possibly,  may  not  be  the  most  for- 
lorn and  forsaken  beings  in  the  world.     Cheer  up,  brothers  ! 

Galesburg  Free  Democrat. — This  enterprising  journal,  by  two  very  pleasant 
notices  of  our  humble  labors,  has  laid  us  under  great  obligations ;  and  it  is" 
with  pleasure  we  return  the  compliment,  by  avowing  our  hearty  sympathy  with 
the  noble  principles  which  our  neighbor  so  nobly  advocates  and  defends.  We 
wish  the  Free  Democrat,  and  its  three  venerable  editors,  all  sorts  of  success  ! 
We  have  known  young  men,  in  "the  bloom  and  flush  of  manhood,"  who  have  not 
succeeded  nearly  so  well.  May  their  shadows  never  grow  less !  And,  now  that 
their  lives  are  "  in  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf,"  may  they  receive,  in  abundant 
favor  and  patronage,  the  reward  of  their  long  eervice  in  the  cause  of  Free- 
dom ! 

Correspondence. — Cora.  Sorry  to  say  it,  but  we  must  ask  you  to  writ* 
again.     You  hardly  do  yourself  justice  in  the  lines  you  sent  us. 

The  communication  from  Oxford  0,  will  be  returned  for  correction,  as  the 
writer  requests. 

We  have  received  a  very  nice  enigma,  from  a  prospective  editor  of  the  Knox 
Collegiate,  which  is  doubtless  as  good  as  anything  of  the  sort.  But  on  a  care- 
ful examination  of  our  exchanges  we  have  found  that  College  magazines  don't 
usually  publish  enigmas;  and  therefore  have  decided — though  not  unanimous-' 
ty — that  we  won't  "dare  to  be  singular." 

Floy  Fesno. — Your  articles  are  always  welcome.     Please  write  again. 


ADVERTISE!!  E  >; 


J.    P.    KTTHK,  ,  JR.    COLYfLLS. 

KUHN  &  C0LYILL1, 
BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS, 

Book-Binders  and  Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

DEALERS     IN 

AND    WHOLESALE  DEALERS    UN 

MISCELLANEOUS  BOOKS ! 

PLAIN  &  FANCY  PAPER, 

ENVELOPES.  INKS,  PENS,  <$». 

Substantially  and  Promptly  Executed. 

Of  different  sizes  and  shrles  Mind?  to  order  and  for  sale. 

jMJILM   MDME   TO   MM, 


Booksellers  and  Map  Pedlars, 

Furnished  with 

KELLOGG'S  BEST  LITHOGHAPHS, 

Ani  Ensign,  fSridgcinan  and  Farmings,  asad  6oiton'§ 

SHEET,  ROLLER  AND  POCKET  MAPS, 

AT  NEW   YORK  WHOLESALE  PRICES. 

§oqty  dOegf  6oi*neSr  of  £q5He  Squire. 

Gtalesburg,  Illixaolss. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 

T   !F  E 


(xalesburg,  Illinois.         & 

LARGEST  STOCK  AM)   CHEAPEST  GOODS 

SAGE    &    REED, 

WHOLESALE  AN U   RETAIL  DEALER*  IN 

ENGLISH,  FRENCH  AND  AMERICAN    STAPLE  AND    FANCY 

MY    GOODS,    BOOTS,    SHOES, 

EUBBEES,    HATS,    CAPS   AJSTD    BONNETS, 

let  o  &>  <3.  3^   3WE  at  ol  o    O  X  o  t'Jtx  i  jol  &  , 

Carpeting    Oil  Oioths,    Paper     Hangings,     Window 

Shades,  Yankee    Notions.  &c. 

ItEED  &  ABBOTT, 

l»£ALEKS    l.N 

.A3!. i:a j  ( :  an  &  .EjS  g  cibh 


BLACKSMITH  AND  C A lU'EJNi TIERS' TOOLS, 

Iron,  Stoves,  Tin  &  Copper  Ware. 

BOYA'TON  .:  :  :    t'UKNA< 


T.  A.  E.  HOLCOMB, 


Blanks  of  ail  kind  Ly  on  hand  and  filled  at  short 

notice.     Otnce  at  the 

BANK  OF  J.  F.  DUNN   &  CO.,  GALESBURG,  ILL. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


Regulator  Picture    Gallery. 

frljotograplja,  3lmbrotgpes,  flUlaiuotaprs, 

And  all   other  styles   Neatly  Executed  at   Prices   that  defy 
competition.     Landscapes  of  the  Largest  Size?.     Also 

(SAiiiif  p©M,ia/u,irs, 

10X13  in  Frames  for  Wall  Pictures,     Likenesses  of  Sick  or  deceased 
persons  taken  on  reasonable  terms. 
IW  No  Picture  need  be  taken  from  the  rooms  unless  perfectly  satis- 
factory.    Remember  the  place,  ' 

OVER  S^GE  &  REED'S  (NEXT  DOOR  WEST  HASKELL  HOUSE, 

W.    H.  PETTEE,  Artist. 

fill  MT  IlllJil. 

IMpttooipts,  |ml)totiip?5',  anJr  pdauofyps, 

Executed  in  the  Best  Style  of  the  Art. 

DAGUERREOTYPES   W  ..DECEASED  PERSONS 

.Copied  to  Amlirotypes  and  made  Durable. 

Sick  or  Deceased  Persons  waited  upon  at  their  residence. 
I3F*  Pictures  taken  equally  well  in  all  kinds  of  weather.  cJgJ 

>>  o  inferior  Pictures  allowed  to  leave  these  Eooms  if  left  to 
the  judgment  of  the  Artist. 

Rooms  on  3d  floor,    over  Smith's  Grocery    Store,  3  doors 
West  of  the  Haskell  House,  Galesburg  111. 

E.  CODDING. 

JS.    M.GROSE, ~ 

GENERAL  DEALER  IN 


PARTICULAR  ATTENTION  PAID  TO 

Manufacturing  and  Re  i  airing. 

Allworl  ted.     K  B.—  Engravings  a;  i  I.  Materi- 

als  constantly  on  hand.     West  side  public  square,  Gales- 
burg, Illinois. 
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<<EXCELSIO*L    GALLBBT 

—OF 


Corner  of  Main  b  tie  el  and  Fufolic  Square, 

^MJMMUMt,     -     -     IkMEQiiU,  IBM. 

Where  you  can.  get  as  good 

AMBROTYPES,    AMBROQRAPHS; 

miAimnm,  PARofYPEs,  or  photosrhphs. 

As  are  made  in  this  City  or  the  '\\  est. 
jglF0  On  hand  a  large  variey  of  Frames  and  Oases  of  all 
sizes,  styles,  and  prices  to  suit  patrons. 

OFFICE  HOURS  FROM  7  A..  31.,  TO  5   1-2  F.  M, 

IdiP^  A  full  assortment,  of  Artists  Materials  and  Stock,  for 
sale  atiS:ew  York  Prices   at  these  Rooms. 

N.  B.~*-Always  posted  in  the  improvements  of  value,  in  the  Art, 

JOS.  HILL,  Artist. 

A.   A-   SMITH,  G.   W.    FOED. 

SMITH  &  FOIID, 

(Jiiice  over  Heed's    Bank,    O  ales  burg,  ill. 

"'  C."S. ■COLTbS'&'SuNSr"' 

Wholesale  and  Retail  Dealers  in  Staple  and  Fancy 
OLOTHixNu,   FL'iiNiSlilJSO  GOODS, 

OROGENIES,  HARDWARE  &  pEEDISiflfARE,  NAILS 

.iiZ£0,  DEALERS  IN  EVERY  KIND  OE  PRODUCE. 

CQLTON'S  BLOCK,  CORNER  MAIN  ST,  AND  PUBLIC  SQUARE, 
Galesburg,  -  Illinois. 

JOHJ?    B.    COLTON,  C     8.    OOLTON,  FTANCIS   COLTON. 


AD  VEUTISEKEXTS. 


CITY 

MERCHANT  TAILOR  SHOP, 

AXD 

Forest  City  Clothing  Store  . 
A.  JACOBI, 

JTurt/t  Side  of  Public  Square, 


H 


Offers    now    for  -t    and    mo^t    Fashionable 

Mostly  of  his  own  manufacture.      Furnishing  Goods, 

HATS^  2APS3  BOY'S  GL0THW6,  &C. 

gST*  Also,    Clol  test  notice. 

BemembertLe]  .  I  Pub- 

lic Square. 

Call   &x&cjl   SSatctg  ^O  per   cent. 

SF*  Cheaper  lliaj  •  .  •    -  .sJj£Z 
A.  JJCOBL 

Wholesale  and  re- ail.  wesj     -.  '■  iuol  and 

Mil  i>  rltiiitf wmr  . 

!B2£i,zxl5L  DBooIsls  cfi?  Stationery, 

A  jrer   .  -handize,as  Guitars,  Flutes,  Ban- 

jo's   Fifes,  Dr:',u;s,  Tanafjewriaes,  Violins,   Vi olincellost 

Shert  Mh 

HAULETT,    &AYIS  &   CQH&ttmuK,    g-enerally  acknowledged  to  be  the 
hut m  the  United. States-.       \a    v   :. ...•.      tfseuta   have  been  put  on 

-  any  other  Piano. 

:Ct. 

MOMm  MI©»I§, 

All  size?  from  No  praise    needed    for    these  instruments 

they,  like  1  St  Oo.'s  Pianos,    speak  for  themselves. 

g3F~  Sheet  Mbbsm  sent  free  of  postage  on  receipt  of  price. 
Mathematical  a»&  BrsLwittg  Instraments'lB  Great  Vailety. 
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THE 

KNOX  COLLEGIATE  MAGAZINE 

IS    PUBLISH  EO     11 Y    THE 

3lp!)a  ©amma  Union  of  Kno*  dollrjc. 


The  promotion  and  improvement  of  a  taste  for  Literary 
composition  among  the  Students,  being  the  object  of  this 
Magazine,  none  but  original  articles  will  be  published. 

All  articles  must  be  accompanied  by  the  name  of  the 
writer. 

The  Editorial  department  is  conducted  by  four  Students, 
two  of  whom  are  chosen  by  the  A  del  phi,  and  two  by  the 
Gnothautii  Societies  of  the  College. 

Xine  numbers,  of  thirty-two  pages  each,  will  constitute  a 
Volume. 

Subscription  price  when  paid  in  advance,  $1.00,  if  paid  at 
the  expiration  of  three  months,  $1.25,  of  six  months,  $1.50, 

All  exchanges  imd  articles  for  publication,  may  be  address- 
ed to  the  uKxox  Collegiate  Magazine" — all  business  com- 
munications tu 

C.  E.  Marsh,  General  Agent-, 

Galesburg,  111. 


